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ENTERTAINING REMINISCENCES OF
THE REBELLION.

Graphle Accounts of the Stirring Scenes
Witnessed on the Dattle-Field and in
Camp—0Ild Comrades Recite Experiences
of a Thriliing Nature.

The Sutler's Army FPles.
BY E. C. UURNS, FOURTEENTH TENNETLVANIA
CAVALET,

Am—*Auld Lang Syne.”

LD comrades, your atten-

i on ﬁlm,
A soug I'll sing mgv:
’ The subject you ve

heand before,
And every word is true:
={ Tha largest end of emch

wumth's pay,
Fromn sixtv-one to “fve,
Was golihled by the sutler

man
1a return for his army
pies,

- Chorus.
The sutler of prach hrandy fame,
Well known to all the bova,
Whoee fron-clad dried n]-}-lcs, .
solod or pegged, he sold for pie.

p Jorelry, yrizse.package men,
« all ts

¢ all well kuown as Lioats,

nrise,
d viars of pain
¥ pics

who &houid be pensioned now,
k thear Incky stars

n Lall killed

wik senrs,

rie thas death;

wl spikes and nails
aruy plea,

The hinril-tack was so nll-fired tough
We  with o bl
f fe woe'd T

A1) vut of sight,
Fhey genoradly took the prize,

A= we eal rafls or rusty nuily
As ihe sullec’s nimy ple=,

t-fron flked with ravwdost
okl hove ayswored just tho same;
as o, for Lnlf b i
aot T bl
It our wrath hns 1
With nge we've gronn r
Wa triet that inerey may o'ertake
All the dendirs in army ples.

There's many frenks of army life
That, Phoeniz-Hke, rrmnin,

I'ut none that glve the bays at leaat
More pleasurable pain ;
Ko Jet this subjeet wo'vo iisenssad

Be plven wheros and whys,
What will the fature soldiers eat
lostend of arny plos?

How We Talked.

BY JAMES FRANELIN FITTS.

HE fact Lins very often
been stated that the
American  soldier in
onr great war, both in
blue and gray, was,
generally speaking, a
person of intelligence,
He knew what he was
fighting for, or, more
eorrectly stated, he knew what he was
supposed to be fighting for. Hence,
aside from the necessary obedience of
orders and subordination to discipline
imposed by his position as a soldier, Le
was independent in is views, disposed
to be eritieal of his superior officers on
safe occasions, and was  sometimes
given to pointing ont the mistakes of
great generals and telling how cam-
lmig:-~ that Lad been attempted conld
wve been vory much better condueted.

This eriticism was not—all of it as-
suredly was not—ignorant and weak.
Genernl Sherman has told us in his
book of personal memoirs of his visits
to advaneod posts, his free talk with
the privale soldiers and of their very
frequent shrewd gnesses at eontem-
plated future movements, and their
sensible observations npon movements
in progress.  This is readily acconnted
for by the intelligence of the soldier,
by his habit of keen observation, by
his facility of picking up information,
and by his elose reading of the current
newspupers, He kept himself well
posted as to the general sitnation in
this way, and was often (uite as com-
petent to ceriticise or advise as those
who were in authority over him.

The private soldier had an effective
wayr of “sizing ap” his officers. From
Generals down to Lientenants, he was
never deceived nor misled by show or
bluster, Deods and not words were
most convincing with him.,  The Gen-
erals whom he approved were of the
fighting kind. Ha & scerel, often
a decidedly expressed, contempt for
the paper-collar and general order style
of eommanders, who were heard from
crervwhere but at the time of battle,

1 am ot losing sight of my subject,
but the suggestion of the relation of
the private soldier to iz oflicers re-
minds e at onee of the immense ad-
vantage that the Union canse had over
the Confedernte in the popularity of
President Lincoln with the army.
From the first call to arms down to the
day of the assassination, the President
had the love und the confidence of the
Union soldier. His plain, simple char-
acter, his common-sense expressions,
and his heartiness to thonsands of the
soldiers whom he met, both after great
reviews and at the White House, as
well as on his frequent visits to the
hospitals, fixed him firmly in their
affections astheir friend.  There never
was o time when he could appear
before even a single regiment withont
receiving n spoutaneons outburst of
cheers. The soldiers loved him; they
talked of him around their camp-fires
in a strain of affectionand pride; there
was not an incilent ocenrring in those
stirring days showing his tenderness
to the soldier—and such incidents were
plenty enough—but it ejilnicny came to
the field and was talked of among the
soldiers. This quality of the Chief
Execntive of the United States of win-
ning the armies to him, was of the
greatest service to the cause. No man
can tell what it did not do for us. The
merits and demerits of McClellan, of
Burnside, Hooker, Meade, even Grant,
were earnestly and sometimes fiercely
debated about the camp-fires. As to
each there was always a strong minority
of opposition, but when the question
was mooted as to “Old Abe” there
were no two opinions. In the judg-
ment ef the iers, freely “'I:w‘d
he was the man to have at the of
affairs; he was one whom they could

and appreciste, and they
heir coufidence.

BLOODY BATTLE-FIELDS!

| Cirant intended to resign,

spirit; it is s of history. When
was it that Confederate soldiers
ever broke out with enthusiasm over
their President? Who ever spoke of
him around their eamp-fires with affec-
tion or admiration ? man of great
ability, no doubt, and thoroughly de-
voted to the cause of which he was the
head tl-m but hke ha:i.'l ;]o fac:#t_v of inspir-
in rank and file wi t regard
{oE himself. Tt may be sfi;e:'ith -
fect truth that he has been much Egt-
ter received at many places in the
South since the close of the war than
he ever was by the Confederate armies
during the war. He was never the
soldier’s man.

I ]mv%put at the head of thisarticle,
“How We Talked.” The “we” com-
prehends mnch more than the private
soldier, The discipline of the volun-
teers never reached that of the regu-
lars—and it would have been a sorry
thing for the serviee if it had. Com-
pany and field officers were well known
to the soldiers of their regiments at
home, and often Colonels and Captains
did not disdain to come ont and stand
round the fires with the men, smoking
the universal brier-wood pipe, and lis-
tening to the talk that was hardly sof-
tened on account of their presence. In
fact, the talk was sometimes made a
little plainer when it was known that
shonlder-straps were within hearing.

Fragments of such conversations are
remembered after twenty-five years.
Here is one of them:

“Most twenty miles marched to-day,”
grumbled a high private. “What's the
use of sueh a long march on a hot,
dnsty day like this?”

“To give General a chanee to
show his authority, I suppose.”

“Well, why don't we fight? Why
not have a battle and putan end to all
this toting abont ¥”

“Yes, why not?” observes a philos-
opher in blne. *Why the dickens
ain't von in command, Jones? Yon
seem to kuow just what ought to be
done.”

A slight laugh follows, and Jones
grumbles to himself. After a pause
another soldier takes up the burden of
eriticism.

“Well, T don't care; we've got aright
to growl when we sce things going the
way they do. What's been the
of all onr marching the last two weeks,
I'd like toknow. We haven't seen the
enemy; our Generals haven't meant
we should. What's the good of it ?"

“You're the hired man of the United
States,” observes the philosopher in
blue. “Yon get thirteen dollars a
month and ‘found’ for doing what the
military big-bugs tell you to. You're
a machine—don’t yon understand it?
Want torun yourself, do you?”

“0, pshaw!—gness we ean talk if
we want to. Now, I say that anybody
can see there's nothing but foolishness
in this campaign. If we hadn't moved
s0 far away from the river, so that we
could get our supplies regunlar, and
without the guerrillasinterforing: and
if we'd moved two days sooner than we
did; and if the cavalry was worth a
cent for scouting; and if—"

“O, dry up!  Always the big if* in
the way. Do ven suppose you eonld
better it? Why, I suppose that if
yonr uncle wore petticoats, he'd be
your aunt—wouldn't he#”

Laughter and good humor follow
such a sally as this; soon the “tattoo”
sonmds, and the soldiers go to their
rost on the gronnd, dreaming of home
ami gathering strength for & twenty-
mile march on the morrow.—Chicago
Ledger,

The Turning Feint of the War.

AJOR CHAS.
Hilton, of the
Palmer House,
Chieago, in the
course of a con-
versation with
an old soldier
related this:
“I have often
heard men ask
what was the
turning yoint
of the war.
Major Thomas
Newsham, who lives in this State, told
several of us onee that he had put the
question to Giencral Sherman one day.
and that the old commmander gave him
this reply: It wasashort time after
the battle of Corinth., Sherman had
reported to Halleck, who was in eom-
mand, and was there informed that
Girant wa

ler Hallecks eommand. When
Sherman heard of this he mounted his
Lorse and rode to Grant’s headqnor-
tess. Grant was sore about the ftreat-
went he had received and told Sher-
man he would stand it no longer. He
handed Slierman a picce of paper on
whick was Grant's resignation. Sher-
man asked Grant if he wonld do hima
favor, and Grant replied in a sorrow-
ful way that he would if it lay in his
power. Sherman tore the resignation
into fragments and said he wanted
Grant to withhold his resignation for
two weeks. Grant consented with hes-
itation. When the two weeks were up
Halleck had been retired and Grant
was reinstated. for Sherman had re-
moved him. “That,” said Old Tecum-
sel, ‘I consider was the turning point
of the war.""

How Biddy WelchRalsed the Wind.

BY D. C. CAMEROX.

BROTHER
of mine serv-
ing in the
Seventeenth

‘elch, | kept his promise like a true soldier.

| the tobacco and return safely to my

L of the Confederante line,

scale of two hardiacks equal
mnﬁﬂ of ecoffee; two
sugar equal one of coffee, ete.
graded at 25 cents; coffes, 50 cents: a
square inch of plog tobacco, 35 cents.

“We drew rations every tem davs,
and the boy who went broke at the
game twodsys after the drawing, had
to “spike for grnb” the eight remain-
ing days, or until another issue.

“QOne day while playing in the
trenches Biddy sat in hard luck—Bid-
dy generally did sit in hard luck, and
was short on rations; everything he
had was up. Number one raised the
blind; number two ecalled. Biddy
looked at the pot, and & shade came
over his face—his rations were lll up;
looked again at his hund, and his face
lightened; stundied a moment, went
down into his ‘starve-bag’ and brought
to light an enormons encumber plc!:.le.
held it reluctantlyeont, and gueried:
‘Boys, what'll ye Tlow me on that?
Instantly three pairs of eyes bulged'in
amazement, Where did he get that?
How did he come bLy it? Instantly
three stomachs craved the unacens-
tomed luxury. An ardent desire to
possess the suceulent anti-scorbntic
arose under every hlue blouse. Go on
it? Why, that's worth the last chip.
Everything was put up, cards drawn,
hands showed down, and Biddy raked
in the pot, a phenomenon for him to do.
Many a comrade in tho snceeeding
nights went feeling for that pickle, but
Biddy always fook it iuto the blanket
with him. Often was it thereafter
prodaced as the dernier vesort, and
when it decayed and became no longer
merchantable, his hank stock was gone.
But before the dissolution came many
a good hand was laid down by an op-
ponent upon production of that hoary
pickle.”

Kept Ilis Word Like a Soldier.

—_—

HE Atlanta Consti-
| tulion relates this
intaresting war rem-
iniscence: Lient. C.
wjA. Coryell, formerly
X of the One Hundred
sk and Forty-first New
.Y ork Voluntoers,
M Twenticth Army
# "Corps, was with
#Shermnn on the fa-
mouns march to the
sea.  One bright Susday in December,
1864, the Lientenant was detailed to
take charge of the picket line in front
of Savannah, on the edge of a rice
swamp. There was a truce between
the pickets, and everything wore a
Sabbath-like stillness,

Coryell had nothing to do, and was
out of tobacco. How to get a chew was
the question. Finally a handsome
yonng officer from the Confederate side
strolled out between the lines. Cor-
vell hailed him at onee:

“1 say, Johnny, et any chewing to-
baceo over there ?”

*Yes, plenty of it—something good.”

“Come over!” shouted the Federal.
“I want to buy some. Got lots of Con-
federate money, but no tobacco.”

“Can’t do it,” replied the Confeder-
ate, “it's against orders to leave my
st ”

“Well, then, come half way, and I'll
meet vou,”

“Sorry, Yank, but I can’t do that,
either,” answered the Confederate.

“Johnny !I" velled the desperate Fed-
eral, “if I come over to you I can get

one
of

lines?”

“Come along, I'll treat yon right.”

“How do you know that T will not be
taken prisoner?”

“You have the word of a gentleman
and a Confederate officer.”

Coryell thonght a moment, He
wanted the tobacco, and the young
officer had spoken in o manly way.

The Federal decided to make the
venture. He laid aside his sword and
belt and started across the high and
narrow dike leading to the Confederate
line. On either side of the dike the
water in the rice fields was ten feet
deep.

The Lientenant reached the opposite
shore withont any misgivings. The
Confederate produced some tohacco
and a trade was made in no time. Then
the two fell into a pleasant conversa-
tion.

Suddenly Coryell saw a signal flutter
from a house some distanee in the rear

“What does that mean?®" he asked
sharply.

Just then an orderly dashed up on
horseback and with n dignitied salute
said to the Confederate officer:

“Lientenant, the General orders you
to: take the Yankee officer to head
quarters.”

Coryell was damfounded. Visions
of Andersonville, Castle Thunder and
Libby Prison danced lLefore his eyes.
He thought of his loved ones at home
and the disgrace attached to such a
capture.

e cursed the infernal tobaceo that
had placed him in such an unlucky
position. Then he locked at the Con-
federate Lientenant and noted his hon-
est eves and his manly face,

“Am I your prisoner *” asked Coryell.

The Confederate extended his right
hand.

“I offered you my protection,” he
said. “Go to vour lines. I will follow
you over the dike, and if my body can
shield you from Confederate you

reach your command in safety.
Good-by and God bless you !"

The Federal started on his return
trip. He dreaded the enemy's fire and
fully e:mud a chance would
cripple him and cause him to fall into
the :_uter. where death would be a cer-
tain

He was half way across when the
first shot came. was another
and another, until & whole brigade
seemed to be firing at him.

fugitive rapidly onward
until he reached the Fedonl{mg‘ and
vaulted over the breastwork. Then he
loocked back and saw his
standing on the dike. The
ate waved his hand, turned about, snd
marched back to his own side. Hehad

Tae Philip Best Brewing Company
is the instituti ine
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Cambridge, Maass., John

| & Arpel acd some new chairs here. I

T of my youth
_ _.& And e innocent |
T;/' With n ltﬁr‘ér -
- & horse, and & wil-
DT whin
'Q”HE firg the time
.y__'-.- away.
2 Over the meadow |
m;"ﬂwfinumo,
eame
U e
To make ¥

’\\'e charged ths enemy's flank,
Advanced, forced Lack, znld loud burrahs,
As the vietors chnsged in mnk.

But spring, with ber rain and thunder ahowers,
And fisecy lambs st play,

Eroncht Hehter hoerts to children folk
Than ever ithe winter gray.

Dear chiliren, Int us prepare for the time
When we shall grow aged and A

When the argel Denth. in hia mi::‘ul Llack,
Shail come and knock at the door,
GENTRYVILLE, Mo,

THROUGH IMPULSE.

BY L. B, W.

_Dr. Mills sat in kis oftice casting up
his vearly acconuts.

“Yes,” he snid, sfter careful con-
¢ *deration, “I thinknext vear I can get

waL“ one new chair; anyway,” moving
uneasidy. “I onght to paper and paint,
too. 1 wonderif I could affurd to do
both! If I made my old harness last,
I could; perhaps I can find & second-
hand one.”

Like many other country physieians,
Dr. Mills was, though nuel.}J educated
and possessed of more than ordinary
ability, very poor.

He was interrupted by a summons
to a lady visitor at the rectory. Ina
moment he had stepped from the
dingy ofiice to a room filled with bits
of the tropics, in the shape of rich,
bright shawls and jewels, and on a
sofa a womun pressing her hand to her

row,

Dr. Mills sat down by her, lnid his
finger on her pulse, and gazed down
on her face.

Dr, Mills was a plain country doc-
tor, thirty yearsold, just from calenla-
tions about second-hand harness; but,
as Le sat with his hand on that hot
brow, I am afraid his reflections were
not exactly of nerve disturbance and
his infallible remedy.

“Have you been subject to these at-
tacks ?” he asked, at length.

“Yes,” answered Miss Lyle, “for the
last few weeks. This is the worst,
though.” .

“There is serious derangement of the
nervons system,” =aid he. “It will take
time to cureit.”

“But you can give me something to
relieve this pain, can't you, Doctor?”
and the large, melting eyes looked up
at him with infinite entreaty.

*Certainly,” he replied: “but some-

thivg temporary for to-night. I must
see you again if I am to do yon much
good.”
“If you will only give me relief
now,” said DMiss Lyle, *1 shall be so
grateful that T shall be glad to see you
again as often as you will come.”

At home once more in his shabby
office, there came another knock, and
his landlady appeared at the door.

“It's Mrs. Black’s child again, sir.”

“And what's the matter with Mrs,
Black's child ?” asked he, impatiently.

“His mother thinks he's eaten some-
thing that isn’t good for him, and it's
got tangled round his heart,” replied
Mrs. Podgkins,

“Tangled round his granny!” ex-
elaimed Dr, Mills, “Is the woman out-
side ?”

“Yes, she's here.”

“Tell her to come in. Well, Mrs,
Black, what has yonr boy been gorging
himself with now ?”

“Tean't tell, sir,” said Mrs, Black.
“T've given him every remedy I know
of.”

“No wonder le doesu’t get better,
then,” muttered the doctor, and sat
without speaking for some minutes.

“I'd been taking home sowme fine
things,” pursued Mrs. Black, “that I'd
been getting up for the lady at the
rectory, and I see the light in pere, so
I thought I'd stop.”

Dr. Mills faced ronnd and stared
ﬁxml];r at the woman. She had the
handling, then, of the lace and frills
that clung to that soft, warm neck.

“She’s quite Eu-orl_\-‘ to-night," con-
tinned Mrs. Black. “Maybe you've
been there.”

“Yes, I've been there,” answered
Dr. Mills, shortly. *“I'll come round
and see your boy, Mrs. Black.”

Two hours later saw him again seated
by Miss Lyle's conch. His drops had
failed to quiet that surging brain. He
tried magnetizing her. While the
hours of night throbbed away he sat
with hands pressed on the kootted
temples. Every now amd then the
snowy eyelids would tremble and half
rise, and tlmbugh his whole frame would
run a thrill. When morning began to
steal through the windows, he with-
drew his stiffened fingers, and bent
low over the sleemDid his I:E
touch her brow? Everett, w
sat in & chair by the fire, thought so,
but the next moment he was tip-toeing
his way out of the room.

“Can I know the outward cause of
all this?" he asked, the next Dﬂl‘l:!ﬁ

*I do not think the knowledge w

in his m’m Dr.
Mills had heretofore no time for
love; in fact, he

States, at
Daye, 1639.

g8 tently.

“Do not try.me too long,” he said,
with quivering lij:s.

“I might vot,” she said, “but—*
And then her face clonded. Dr. Mills
understood it and took np his hat.

“Give me something of yours to

?” he said, hesitatingly.

She took from her arm a little fancy

e vy epread | bracelet tied with a knot of amber

ribbon. He placed it next his heart.
_The next morning, while sitting in
his qﬂlea,::l heard the rumbling ofhs
carriage, stepping out upon the
porch, saw the mcmtms She
waved her hand to him. torned
:llllto his da:-l:n n,gnnd' dmd drew the boli.
ow an reary everything
looked. °
Five years rolled round. At s high
window of the Grand Dome, in New
York, stood Miss Lyle. in & sad and
weary attitnde. She had st returned
from Europe. Suddenly she turned to
her companion and said -
“Zaidie, you know 1 believe in im-
P:.lau 1 have one to go and see Mrs.
“verett, the minister’s wife, in Hazle-
ton, for a few days. You will not be
afraid to stay here alone without me ?”
“No, dear, if you will not remain
there too long.”

bed-roorge and next morning was on
her way® Dr. Mills was sitting down
to supper one night, after a long, cold
ride among his patients, when sudden-
Iy the bell zang.

“Well," he said, wearily, as the serv-
vant entered. The girl put a small
parcel into his hand, saying: “A mes-
senger bronght it over from Mrs. Ever-
ett's.,” There was something in the
dainty way in which the little parcel
was tied np—n delicate fragrance that
reminded him of his one dream of hap-
piness.

“What a fool I am,” he saul, as he
untied the parcel. And upon opening
the box he found a bracelet tied with
amber ribbon.

The color rushed to his very fore-
head: his heart beat fast; his fingers
trembled as he lifted the bracelet. 1t
wns the exact connterpart of the one
laid away in his desk,

The Doctor put on his hat and strode
rapidly down the street. He seemed
ten years younger than an hoar ago,
Yery soon he found himself in the
presence of Miss Lyle. BShe received
him warmly, and after a moment he
said, “I have kept the lracelet, sce!
And you have come to reward me.”

“Yes, I have come.” That was all

A few days later Miss Lyle went
back to New York.

“I am going to be married,” she said
to her friend.

“And that heart-break which hap-
pened just before you went to Hazle-
ton, five years o

“There is the secret. I found one
soon after who spoke as if hiz love was
real, but the wonnd was not healed, so,
after five years, I returned and fonnd
him waiting for me, and think I shall
be happy.”

Two lives, throngh impulse, have
certainly been made happy.

A Gallant Young Chinaman.

A Secretary of the Chinese Embassy
in Washington was introduced to a
lady, who among other questions asked
him: “What virtue do you most highly

“The virtue of dom sticity,” was the
reply.

“Then you do not like yonr women
to move in society much?” she gues-
tioned. |

“Not at all. Our law even recog-

and talkative.”
“Then Iwould be in danger of being

Iy asked the lady. X

“The very day that my conntry would
have the luek to posscss a womanly be-
ing like youn,” replied the gallant son
of the heavenly realm, “every caunse
for divorce would be removed from the
world."— Waslington FPost.

Introdaction of Envelopes.
Before Sir Rowland Hill introdueced

Nina Lyle turned and went into her [

prize in your women 2" |

| wash.” “Dat Tdon” know ; I'se only had

nizes cause for divorce when a woman | population of this country? Business
—pardon me, madame—is inquisitive | manager — About 7,000,004,

divorced if I lived in China?" smiling- | being hoggish.

PITH AND POINT.

—_—
Brack art—charcoal sketeh. ;
THE love-sick maiden is almost always
too small for her sighs. 3
Cmicaco's big feat—ountwitting New
Iurkintha't:gld'ahirml:;ns
TEE cat’s is the sign of
The rooster's spur is an emblsss of

War.
Natvre has wisely arranged matters
80 that a man ean n’ei:bupothism
back nor kick himself
To xow how to wait is the secret of
hope —to have time to wait long
enough, is the hope of success.
A recENT novel in flexible covers is
creating a great sensation. A Bur-
ing woman uses it to spank her
¢ with.
TeacHER—Now, my children, we will
parse the sentence. “John refused the
ie.” Tommy Jones, what is John?
ommy—A darzed fool.

A Goop instance of absence of mind
was an editor quoting from a rival

aper one of his own articles, and head-
ing it, “Wretched Attempt at Wit!™

CroLuy—I am practicing on the
type-writer every day now. Mollie—
I thought there was & remarkable im-
provement in your courting here lately,

Yeast—What's Smithers playing in
now? Crimsonbeak—Hamlot. “Does
he enter into the spirit of the piece?”
“Oh, yes; he is takiog the part of the
Ghost.”

“Or what rationality is vour Rashacd,
Mrs, Flaherty?” “Faith, and I don't
just know. He was born in England
but he has lived all his life in this
conntry.”

Axery subscriber—I am mad all thei
way throngh, and I want my paper
stopped. Fditor —Yes, sir; do yon want
to pay what yon owe? Angiy subscrib- P
| er—No; I ain't mad enough for that,

Traur—Can von give me & bite to
eat, madam? DMinister’s wife — We
haven't a bite in the honse. A donation
party swooped down on us last night
and cleaned us out of evervthing but
| the furniture.

Eprru—I don't like clectric light in

8 house. Jack—Why? Edith—because
it can be turned on so nnexpectedly by
—pn, for instance. Jack?—Well, let
+  go out on the piazza. The moon
| won't pluy us any trick.
| Scxpayssenoon  teacher — Willie,
| bow would you feel if yon shonld ask
!5umebud,' for bread and be given a
'stone? Willie (a jeweler’s son)—If it
|was no better than the cne on your
shirt front I'd feel awful.

Dygrixe a wifely call: Mrs. Wiggers
- t is that thing, William? Mr.
Wiggers — Why, mother, that's a—
ahem—well, you know ; why, that's my
new dictating machine. Mrs, Wiggers
—Oh! I was afraid for a minute it was
one of those type-writers.

Dr Sxooks —Is your pretty little
friend much of an artiste? Rival Bella
—Nothing original alout her, sho
copies everything she does. De Snooks
—Is that =0? HKival Belle (bitterly)—
Yes, I don't believe she can draw her
own breath without using tracing
paper.

Mus, Drsiy —Am  dem de black
stockings' you told me “about boyin **
Miss baffron—Yes, dem is de ones,
| Cicely ; an’ dey only cos” “soventy-five
|eents.”  “Am dey silk?” “Not "znetly,
but dey're jes' as gool.” “An’ will dey

—

‘em fo' weeks.”

Great editor —I think it would be a
good idea to print our circulation at the
head of our editorial page. What's tho

Gireat
editor—Well, we'll not claim a cireu-
lation of over 60,000,000. No usein

A DREADFUL POSSIBILITY.
The lands of the Sjoux
Arcopen, “tis trioux,
To the hanly white scttler who likes all things
nioux ;
But what will he dionx
When the frolicsome Sioux
Swoops down on him, seslps him, and chops
him in tioux?
—hicago Mail,

Slaﬂiing— Disclosure Made by a Rent in
u Boy's Breeches,
The following story is told abont the

the penny post, envelopes were little
used, as a donble charge was made for
a paper inclosed in another, however
thin each might be; even the smallest |
clipping from & vewspaper necessitated
an extra fee. The use of envelopes
became common offer May 6. 1840,
when stamped and adhesive envelopes
were introduced, The first envelope-
making machine was invented by Ed-
win Hill, brother of Raland Hill, and
De La Ruoe’s machine for folding en-
velope’s was patented March 17, 1845,
The invention of envelopes has been
attributed to S. K. Brewer, a book-
seller and stationer of Brighton, En-l
gland, abont 1830. He had some small
sheets of paper on which it was diffi-
cult to write the address; he invented
for these a small envelope, and had
metal plates made for entting them to
the required shape and size.

Explosion in a Vest Pocket.
An explosion in his vest pocket was
what Mr. Fowler of Agawam experi-
enced the other day. He had bought
some chlorate of potash table!s, and had
put them in the vest receptacle with
some snlphur matches, mixture
always canses commotion. But unmind-
ful of this fact, Mr. Fowler sat down in
his home to have s quiet smoke. Pretty
soon he felt something warm in his
pocket; he stuck in his fingers to see
what was up; the matches ignited, the
potash exploded, blowing open the
front of his vest and burning his hands
severely. Mr. Fowler jumped high in
the air, and the work of stripping off his
vest took but 8 moment. Now he eai
ries his hand in a aling.—Springjield
Union. g
Buying Pins Became Expensive,

Mrs. Dashles—My love, I wish yom
would leave mé a little money this

morning.

Mr. Dashley—Didn't I give you fifty
dollars pin money last Monday ?

“Oh, well; that was last Monday.”
“And mt{-_ﬂu dollars pin money
on Wednesday?

“Yes; but—"
“Well, I hereafter I'll buy your

pins *—America.

| of the largest towns in

editor of oneof Maine's most prominent
dailies:

When a small boy his father, now
one of the most prominent men in the
State, was moning a printing oflice
and publishing a weekly paper in one
Rennebee
County.

One day the advanees agent of ashow
came along and ordered some posters
printed npon cotton cloth. His order
was filled, but for some reason he neg-
lected to cull for them and they were
thus left on the printer’s hands. The
printer’s wife ran across them and -d
eloth was then high she took the cloth
home and used it to line a pair of
pants she was then making for the
editor above mentioned, then & boy
10 vears of age.

Aas the months rolled by the panta-
loons* grew threadbare and at school
one day he accidentally tore the seat
out, lesving abont one foot of the lin-
ing exposed to view. This in itself
would have made the boys smile but
they langhed till the tears came when
they observed the following words
standing out boldly upon the lining in
large type:

“Doors open at T:30, Performance
l)efil]l at 8.7

t is needless to state that the boy
was sent home to his mother in tears.

Is It as Bad as This1

Everybody remembers Lord
am's famous epi, : “In the
i the House of Com-

Marion Harland’s Home- Maker.

A case of transmission of infection to »
an unborn child has occurred in Paris. {
A child born during the convalescence
mother from posumonis was
fected with the same malady, and died
at the end of five days. -

2
¥




